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MY SAINT.

Bhe does not smile from canvas rare,
Transfigured by some master old,
Nor held in niche, or aleove stand,
Revealed in stone or precivus gold.
Bhe has no shrine where tapers burn,
And in her name no prayer ascend;
No weary pilgrims come from far
Belore her altar-fires to bend.
And yet of all the blessed names
That vellumed page or bard hath told,
That live in Raphael’s matchless art,
Or sculptured marble, pure and cold,
1 hold my unanocinted saint
The noblest, dearest, of them all.
About her path a radiance glows—
From out her hands rich blessings fall;
The poor and lowly kiss her feet,
The hungry clustcr round her door;
The stricken and the desolate
Forget their griefs and mourn no more.
And somewhere in that deathless land,
For which our weary spirits faint,
Beside the King—I know that I
Shall find—anointed, erowned, My Saint!

HerLex Cnase.

INVESTMENT.

“Elsie!"”

Walter Hartman’s tone of sorrow-
ful amazement made his young wife
spring hastily to herfeet. Shehadnot
heard him come in, and was kneeling
besidea great arm-chair, sobbing as if
her heart would break.

“Oh, Walter!” she said, “Aunt Julia
~——" and a fresh burst of sobs inter-
rupted her.

Walter's face cleared. It was not
sorrow of her own, then, that over-
whelmed this pretty, blue-eyed darling
he had married six months before.

“Well, Elsie,” he said, taking her in
his arms and caressing her, “what
about Aunt Julia? Do not sob so,
dear; you will make yourself ill.”

“The fire!” said Elsie, keeping her
sobs somewhat under control. “You
know I was very much worried whenl
heard of it, for I could not tell by
the papers whether Aunt Julia’shouse
was in theburnt district or net.”

For the great Chicago fire was not
a week old, and the whole country
watched tor news.

“Well, dear,” said Walter, kindly.

“It is as bad as it can be Walter.
Aunt Julia writes to me that her
house was totally destroyed, her very
clothing burned up, and her insurance
papers not entirely made out. Sheis
absolutely without anything in the
world except the clothes she had on.

Actually fed by charity. Oh, Walter!”

Here the sobs came again thick and
fast, and Walter could offer no com-
fort but such as was conveyed by si-
lent caresses. After a time these were
80 far effectual that Elsie could speak
more calmly.

“Now, little one,” Walter said, “tell
me why this troubles you so sorely?
]I)tg you love your aunt so very dear-

*‘She hasd been everything a mother
could be to me since my parents died,
Walter. But while I was with her we
were very poor. Out of her own
scanty meansshefed,clothed and edu-
cated me until I took the situation of
nursery governess to youraunt’s chil-
dren, and married you. But just be-
fore we were married, an old friend of
Aunt Julia's died in Chicago, and left
her ten thousand dollars. When she
went to claim her lezacy, she saw the

_house she purchased, and liked it so

much she bought it, her legacy cover-
ing the expense of house, lot and fur-
niture, while her own little income
would support her. But, unfortunate-
Iy, she was persuaded to draw out
her tiny fortune and invest it in two
lots adjoining her house. Now every-
thing 1s swept away.”

“Shetook care of you when you were
a child?”

“For seventeen years, Walter, deny-
ing herself to feed and clothe me.”

Walter did not speak again for many
minutes, holding Elsie close in his
arms. At last he said, very gravely:

“If I were a rich man, Elsie, I
would not stop to think in a case like
this, but say atonce ‘Bringyour aunt
here.” But you know, little wife, my
salary, though sufficient for all our
wants, with a margin for pleasure and
saving a nest-egg, is not yet large. If
I invite youraunt here, the difference
of expense must fall most heavily
upon you, because I cannot give you
many pleasures you enjoy if I have
onemore to support. Concerts and
jewelry, little gifts and pleasures, will
be beyond our means then. But if

on will be happier knowing your aunt
Kas a home, I willgo myselfto Chicago
and bring her here.”

“Qh, Walter, how kind, how gener-
ous you are! I will never be able to
thank you.”

“Then I am to go. All right. I will
get a leave of absence tomorrow. In
the meantime I will telegraph your
aunt to meet me at the depot, if she
has sent any address.”

“The address is the lawyers’ who
arranged her legacy for her, and who
did not live in the burnt distriet,
Morse & Hunter.”

A few days later, as fast as steam
would carry Walter to Chicago and
back, Elsie was waiting to welcome
the travelers. A telegram had in-
formed her that Walter had found
Julia waiting at the depot and by
what train to expect him home. The
only spare room in the pretty little
house at Harlem, where Walter had
brought his bride, was in dainty or-
der. Jennie, the servant, was cook-
ing the choicest supper Elsie could de-
vise, and the little wife herself, neatly
dressed, was running to thedoorevery
minute watching for the carriage.

It came at last, and Walter handed
out a lady. Poor Elsie felt fairly sick,
as the cuest tottered, rather than
walked, into theroom. She was white
as ashes, her hair, Elsie remembered
black as a coal not one year before,
streaked with gray, and hereyessunk-
en as if with long illness. When the
water-proof cloak fell from her shoul-
ders, her shabby dress wasmost unlike
Aunt Julia’s habitual neatness. But,
the first shock of surprise over, Elsie
pad no words too loving to welcome
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her aunt, while soft, tender kisses fell
fast upon the pale face. -

“She is very tired, Elsie,”” Walter
whi , seeing how vainly the white
lips tried to frame words. “Get her
to rest, dear, as soon asyoucan.”

So Elsie, tearfully loving, made her
aunt lie upon the lounge, and brought
her the most tempting of tea trays,
stopping the broken words of thanks
by kisses and caresses. Walter, too,
by a hundred delicate attentions and
few spoken words made the guest feel
that she was most cordially and glad-
ly welcome.

In her own room Aunt Julia told
Elsie something of the horrors that
had aged her more in one fortnight
| then in any previous two years of her

life. She had slept upon the ground
in a drenchingrain for two nights,then
in a tent with no change of clothing,
and the memory of the fire terrors to
haunt her. She had begged the paper
and stamp to write to Elsie. Then
she told of Walter's tender care for
her in the long iourney. when she,
racked by pain, often could'not speak
for hours, how like a con he had cared
tor her comfort. It was a sad story,
and Elsie’s tearsfell fast.

“But now,” she said, “yon are at
home. I have put underclothes and
loose wrappers in here, Auntie, until
we can have some dresses fitted. Let
me undress you now.”’

Gently and tenderly the shabby
clothes was removed, the weary feet
bathed, thegray streaked hairsmooth.
ed, and snowy linen put on for the
night. Then, utterly tired, Aunt Julia
sank in the bed, whispering:

“Think, Elsie, I have not been in a
bed for twelve nights!”

But alas, she was not soon to leave
it. The haven of rest once gained.
Aunt Julia lay for many long weeks
dangerously ill with rheumatic fever
brought on by exposure, while the tor:
tured brain, in wildest delirium, raved
of scenes that chilled Elsie with horror.

All through these weary weeks Elsie
was nurse, while Waltersupplied every
delicacy that could be found to temypt
the invalid, patiently endured the dis-
comiorts of a house haunted by sick-
ness, and proved himself, Jennie de-
clared, “the nearest to anangel of any
man ever she seed.” ’

Winter was nearly over before Aunt
Julia was able to leave her bed, crip-
pled for life. The rhenmatism had so
twisted the jomts of her hands, legs
and feet, that they were useless and
most of the time intensely pain-
ful. She fretted over the prospect of
being a burden upon Walter and Elsie,
with all thedespair of a proud woman
who had always maintained her own
independence, and tearfully beaced to
be sent to some charitable asylum,
where she would be only a publie ex-
pense. Elsie told Walter of this
wish, and he went to Aunt Julia’s
room.

Taking the crippled, helpless hands
in his own, holding them very tenderly,
hesaid:

“Aunt Julia, Elsie has told me how
hard these little hands worked for her
for seventeen long years. Ilove Elsie
so dearly that to grieve her is my
greatest sorrow. DoyouthinkI could
bear to see her pained if her second
mofher was sick and alone, nursed by
hired hands while we are able and

willing to give her love and care? Do
not speak again of leaving us. 1 have
not seen Elsie’s face so sad as it is to-
night since you came to us.”

“But. Walter, I may live for years.”

“] sincerely hope you will.”

“And I can never have any use of
my hands and feet more than I have
now. I can scarcely feed myself or
hobble across the room.”

The more reason you should have
loving care. Why,” and Walter
laughed while his honest brown eyes
proved his sincerity, “do you think ali
the lov: hereis Elsie's. I want my
share too, auntie, for Ilove you as I
do my life. I ask you tostay because
I want you here. I have not heard
Elsie sigh over long, long days since
vou came.”

It took many more loving arguments
but at last Aunt Juha yielded. It was
but truth that Walter spoke when he
sald she had won his love as
well as Elsie's. She was very patient
nnder excruciating suffering, and very

| grateful for all the lovinzecare lavished

upon her. When the pain subsided
and she could talk, she was charming
company, well read and gull of pleas-
ant memories and bright observa-
tion.

While she felt herself a burden.
Walter and Elsie rezarded her asa
blessing. Walter no lonzer worried at
leaving Elsie alone all day, while he
was at his business, and Elsie never
tired of Aunt Julia. whose experience
Froved very valuable to the Ilittle
1ousekeeper.

But month after month there was
a scarcely perceptible failing of
strength in the sorely tired body,long

ast youthful vigor. The rheumatic
tever had left heart trouble, and dis-
tressing spells of suffocation and pal-

itation often threatened theinvalid's
ife. Always patient, she yet often
prayed for death to end her suffering,
while Elsie prayed only that the dear
life might be spared.

She had been Walter Hartman’s
guest for two years,when her weakness
increased to an alarming extent, rap-
1dly and certainly, till she could not
leave her bed. It was while she was
herself conscious that the end of her
suffering was approaching that she
received a letter from her lawyer in
Chicago informing her that he had
received an offer of twenty thousand
dollars for the lots of land she owned
in that eity.

She had looked upon her own beg-
gary as so absolutely certain that at
first she could scarcely credit the news;
but Walter, in whose hands she plac-
ed the business, soon proved the offer
no dream by accepting the terms and
informing Aunt Julig the money lay
in the bank in her name.

“Now. you can ride in your carriage
when you are well,”” Elsie said, smil-
ing but tearful. “I am so glad auntie,
You will have something now for your
old age.”

“But no old age, Elsie,” was the
glad reply. “I am glad, too, darling,
very but not for that.”

By own request a lawyer came

and wrote her will, and then Aunt

[ Julia, as if the cares of life was ended

for her, sank rapidly, growing every!

day weaker and more dependent upon

Elsie’s loving, never-failing care.

It was in early spring, when, one
evening, as Walter camein. Jennie met
him, her honest face all disfigured by:
crying.

“Sure, sir, it's asking for you, Miss
Julia is.” :

*‘Is she worse?” :

“Ah, sir, she's fast. 'The
doctor says she'll not last the night."”

Going fast. Walter could see the
girl's words were true when he softly
entered the room where Aunt Julia
rested, her head upon Elsie'sshoulder,’
her hands clasped fast in Elsie’s.

“I am glad you came,” she whisper-
ed. “I think I could not go without
thanking you once more and saying
farewell.” ]

“What I have done,” Walter said,
his heart swelling with emotion, “was
gladl{, lovingly done. I do not need
thanks, Aunt Julia.”

“I believe that, but T am not less

ateful, because you gave from a full
weart. May God blessyou and yours.
May what you have done for a *“poor.
enniless woman come back to you
in your old age laden with her bless-
ing. Kiss me farewell, Walter.”

Reverently he bent over her, press-
ing & loving kiss upon the withered
lips, while tears that were no shame
to his manhood st®od in his eves.
A few broken words to Elsie, a mur-
mured prayer,and the gentlespirit was
released from the weary, pain-racked
frame. Tears of truer{ove fell upon
the wasted face, placid in death’s
sleep. Every kind word was cherish-
ed when the lips that had spoken it
were mute, and Aunt Julia had two
true mourners at her funeral, while
many of the friends of years gone by
came to pay the last tribute of respect
t0 her memory.

It did not surprise Elsie when she
}zarned that her Aunt Julia had left
her the fortune that had come too
late to gladden her own life. Buat sh
told Walter, when the will was rea
£0 her.

“I am glad we never thouzht of the
Jand, Walter, in the years that Aunt
Julia was with us. It would have
yaade me hesitate often to show her
all the love in my heart, if I had even
thought she would have money to
leave me.” '

“She knew, darling, it was all love,
yet I am glad my Elsie has some re-
‘ward for the patient, tender care that
alleviated the suffering of the poor in-
valid who rests at last.”

And Elsie, nestling close in Walter's,
arms, said softly.

“If I could love you more, Walter,
than I did when I married vou, I
should do so when I think of your
kindness and generosity to Aunt
Julia.”

“It was odd,"” Walter said, “that
the money that Aunt Julia invested
in Chicago should beactually doubled;
for I have seen her weep often when,
she spoke of her *‘unfortunate invest-
ment” of her friend’s legacy.

-

Facts About Oysters.

“Oysters; these things must have
been made in heaven,” fervently de-
clared the great Richard Bently, who,
history says, could never pass an oys-
ter-shop without going inand ordering
& “‘mess.”’

Old Dr. Bertram, an equally appre-
ciative gourmand, maintains that
“the oyster can be cooked in many
ways, but the pure animal is best of
all, and gulping himup inhis own juice
is the best way toeat him.” Thesame
diseriminating authority holds it true
that “the man who ends the day with
an oyster in his mouth rises with a
clean tongue in the morning and a
clear head as well.”

But history is burdened with praises
of the oyster.

It is recorded that Thomson, the
poet, died from a surfeit of oysters.
Peter the Great always had oysters

for dinner and called ovstermen his
“hie-preservers.” Pope, before accept-
ing Lord Bolingbroke's invitation

to dinner, exacted the promiza
from his host that he would
be served with an oyster stew

Cicero nourished his eloguence witk
the dainty, and Caligula, the Roman
tyrant, was at the will of all desizning
courtiers who knew of his weakness
for oysters. It-issaid that Cervantes
ased to eat five hundred oystersevery
day, and the wonderful originality and
piquant style of his narrrtive he at-
tributed to the mental exhiliration
gained by eating oysters.

It was Alexander Hamilton’s prac-
tice, before applying himself to com-
plicated problems of government, to
first sharpen his wits by reading Eu-
clid; but the great Napoleon gained all
the mental clearness he required by
dining on oysters. The “little corpo-
ral,” on the eve of his battles, used al-
ways to partake of oysters. The
Scottish philosophers of the last cen-
tury—Hume, Dugald Stewart, and the
others were passionately fond of oys-
ters, and Louis IX., to check the de-
cline ofscholarship in France, sought
to create interest in letters by feasting
the learned doctors of the Sorbonne
once a year on oysters.

“They produce a peculiar charm,”
declared an old Latin writer, “an inex-
plicable pleasure. Aftereatingoysters
we feel joyous, light, and agreeable—
yes, one might say fabulously well.”

Dr. John B. Bond of Little Rock,
eays: Morphine sulphate is used to
an alarming extent throughout tle
Mississippi valley. None but the
druggists have any proper conception
of the extent of its use. In fact, some
druggists are not fully informed on
the subject, for the morphine eat-
er will often make the rounds of the
available drug stores in order to con-
ceal as far as practicable the quantity
used. Few persons, other than the
wide-awake and experienced druggist,
will be able to value at their real
worth the excuses, the shams. and
romances of the morphine eater,

'Bpxial Correspondence.

.which bids highest alwass gets her, regardless
{of any personal preferences. Talkingef Patti,
did youn know that ehe had a brother in this
lcity who is absolutely penniless, except what
‘he occasionally gets from her, and

THE GREAT AMERICAN DOLLAR.

How “Our Mary” Rakes It In
With an English® Company,
Much to the Disgust ot
Numerous Shining
Lights of the
“Rialto.”

Dollars by the Hundred Thou-
sand Lavishly Spent on the
Stage this Season,

While Patti and Her Dear Nicolini it is
Baid Get Left in Paris, and Are
Anxious to Bask in the Sun-
ghine of the Dollar of
Our Dads Again.

Freddy Gebhard Represents a New
Departure, and Geo. Francis Train
Thinks the World Too Wicked
To Talk To,

New Yorg City, Oct. 21, 1885.

“Huarry, what a'ls the boys on the Rialto for
the past ten duys or sof Seems to me they're
unusually down in the mouth.”

“Well, thev're booming mad, and very say-
age because Mary Anderson took the liberty of
bringing an English company over to America
this season to support her. You see the boys
as a class hav'nt much use for foreign compa-
nies anyway, even when they come over to
support fore gners, but when it com=z toim-

rting them to support American actresses,

hen indeed they get flerce, and even the com-
ical end men of the third estate become trag-
ical and blood-thirsty.”

“What are they going to do sbout it

“Well, they will hurl sarcasm and invective
into the bottom of many an cmptﬁ beer glass,
and will cut Mary dead by not asking for the
privilege of passzes at the box office. This is
about all they cindo. You sece it’s been an
awlully peor t me for them during the two last
eeasons, aud now when money is beinz spent
go lavishly bf the man:gers and the people it
does secm a little hard that they should bave
to give way to a st of not very good foreigm
projle in support of one who should be truly
American enough to stand by her own coun-
trymen. Mary has made a mistake in this
matter, with the profession, and has mad: a
grealer mistake witn the people by charging
them £2.50 for seats that she was very glad to
see filled at a dollar apiece before she went to
England. She isu't strong enough to stand
this sort of ihing, and the idea of coming back
and charging her own counntrymen more than
she ever d:d before, aud more than she c¢harg-
ed the London piavgoers, looks very much
like she was becom.ng incaleated with the
spirit of Patti. Her+'s one of the boys. Hello,
Burt, we're disenssing Mary Anderson. What's
your opinion about it?"’

“IT'S AN OUTRAGE."
®Mary Avderson!”” Suricked Burt,

“Mary
Anderson! It's the greatest ontrage omn the
boys that ever was perpetrated. I heard that
her manazer wanted to bet she would take in
a hundred thonsand dollars during ler six
weeks engagement at the Star Theater here,
but I’ll bet u dollarto a jewsharp she don't
take in half of it. I've kept several friends
from going, and will keep others. Mary has
got so foreizn that not sing short of » foreign
company and a fearfully foreign price iorseats
pleases her, but she'll have to either come
down to Americau prices and idesas or emi-
grate to London and stay there. Minnie Pal-
mer showed more sense when she returned, al-
though she made sixty thousand doliars and
over on her English trip. Even Edwin Booth
never expecte | to make so much out of the
American publie, and Mary’s greed is already
acting agaiust ner, for the houses are falling
off from the first might. People won't pay
such prices to see Mary Anderson, even if she
has got an English company. It's an outrage
on American playgoers to ask such pr ees,”
and Burt skipped into a saloon near hy to
quench the voleano of wrath that swelled in
his theatrical bosom. And the Rislto, which
is thet part of 14th Street extendivg from
Brosdway to 6th Avenue, is filled with unguish
on account of Miss Anderson’s action.
“speaking of charging bigh prices for ad-
mission, do you know what an immense
amount of money hins been spent and is being
spent this sezson on stage properties, dresses,
ete,, ete,, in this city. It is enouch to aston-
ish the oldest ichabitant, and distances any
th ng for some time past, if intfeed it has ever
been equalled. It 1s stared that six companies
now runningin this city, Nanen, Evangeline,
Judie, Mary Anderson and 1he two Mikado
companies represent au expenditure of over
three quarters of a million dollars in costumes
and properties, to sy nothing of the pumerous
other aliractions before the 1‘uh][c. Add to
this the immense salury roll, and you can
readily see that high prices must be asked if
money is to be made. It ig sa'd that Judic
alone has been guaranteed £130,000 as her
profit for her American tour. You see for-
eizners all expret the highest prices when they
com+ to Ameica. as they think this the one
country where money can be gathered for the
asking. 1 shouldn’t be surprised if Patti
came over aczain th s season, as it is reported
that she will not sing in Paris, and is more in

PATTI ADMIRESIT.

love with the American dollar than ever this
vear since s0 much cash is being la d out here.
Patti is thoroughly selfish, and the country

t the
poor devil lives a sort of hand to mouth «x-

down a eba'r {n a 4th Avenua ealoon. 1 have

seen bim, wnd Le is someth ng of a mu-
sicisn himself, only he won't work, and ia
natunlz‘:ddic&ed to taking life ensy rather
than bother himself much sbout earihly affairs.
Like Micawber, he's waiting for somethine 1o
torn up, even If it's only fifteen cents for a
drink. He looks like a musician. and a cranky
one, but wouldn't remind you much of the
Divine Patti, as he hasu’t any ambition to
speak of, aud probably never will have. He
looks npon life as a lottery where his sister
drew a prize and Iimselfl a blank. None of
the men in that family, that is the brothers,
amounted to much, and Putti scems to have
the faculty of drawing around her men who
are a drain upon her resources and are alto-

ther a drawback to ber. 8be s arrangi
wr.te & geries of articles upon her lile an

receptions at different courts;, and aller con-
siderable bidding upon tuem, it has finally
been awarded an American ublishing
house to bring them before the public. The
idesn of writing hersell up was suugested to
her by a western publisher, the editor of the
Omaha Bee, Mr. Rosewa'er, snd Patti jumpel
at the suggestion, snd immediately wanted to
know how much she was going to make by it.
Consequently the matter was put into the
hands of Miss Monroe, of this city, aud the
vublication arranged for. When they come
out im_book form, if Pat'i will give the true
inwanldness of her li'e, and her varioun recep-
tions, the offers of privces, potentales. Kings,
and counts, it will make sn exceedingly mbser-
esting work. But the probab I ty is that she
will not give these things. I was not surpris-
ed to learn thut Nicolini wanted to come back
to Ameifea this season. Nieolini is one of the
drawbncks to Patti, as bis voice is no longer
an atiraction, and bhis temper is simply
idiotie, so far as her conduet is concerned.
Nieolini is as much in lov: with the Ameri an
dollar as Patti ever wa-, and probably peeds it
more, since he has failed to be any sitraction,
and consequently does not command the salar-

NICOLINT WORSHIPS IT.

ies that he formerly did. Nobody is quicker to
guage the public pulse than the manager of an
opera, and Mapleson and Abbey kioow belter
than to count upon Nicolini ss any part culur
attraction in opera companics of the present
and future. Consequently Pattl’s work must
answer for both Nicolini und her-elf, and also
tie French Barcn she married so long ago,
and the wife and little ones of Nicolini.
N colini uged to be a grest “masher” when
his volee was in full trim, as nothing seems
to win the feminine heart ns much as musie.
It appears to penetrate the heaviest sitk
basque and the closest woven corset, and
Nicolini's congursts would g far to prove
that musie hath charms to =oothe the hreasts
of other than the savag.. However that may
be, Patti still elings to him, and he like the
sensitle musician that he is, ke-ps up the
cling on his side, und thus keeps the divine
prma donna from looking sskanee at any
other gentleman, even if she had the ineiona-
tion to flirt a little.  The funuv parrof it is
that Nicolini doesn’t seem to realize that his
attractions are Zone, so far as the publie are
concerned, and sti 1 thinks that his voc:- of
the past is a volee for the present, and that l e
e¢qn charm the ear of an audience with as i tle
cffort as he onve did, that all he has to do is
to s ing betors an Amer ean awiience, and the
dol ars will ro'l in as of yore.”

“So you think that Patti may eome over yel
this scason.”
di.l.wc"' it wouldn’t surprise anvone if she

f\ -l!

“What do yon think about Langtry, the
lovely lily of the Jerseys??

“Oh, Langtry will gt back preity som.
She was somewhat miffed with the treatment
she received here socizlly. but she ecoulin’t
expeet anything else after the Fred. Ge! hard
affair. Next time she will have more disere-
ton, and will probably gzel more iuvitations
from the seleet circles than she did before.
Freddie, by the way, isn’t half as much of a
dude as he was before he went to England.
He only returned a short time since, vou
know, aud the boss say he is considerably
changed. He had troubie enough m America
as the especial champion of the Lily, and I
shouldn't be surprised if he got somewshat
snubbed by the Liiy over in her own country.
Just let the girls gei the bovs away from home
two or three thousami miles. and then there is
sure to be more or less snubbing. That is a
noted fact, and Geblhard wasn’t any exception
probably, to this rule. At anv rate it was
noiced that he dide’t have moeh to sqy abond
the Lily's aetions while in  Enzlind, and kept
gloof from the fray about her between Lord
Lonsdale and Sir Charles Chetwynd in the
Park at London. It looks very much as if the
Lily had given him the c¢old svoulder when
she got him over in her own conntry, and had
chosen a champion from among the many

Eoglish “Sirs,” *Lords,”” and *Earls” who

FREUDIE IS HOME AGAIN.

ure popularly supposed to be in love with her
on the other side of the water. Nobody ever
heard of Gebbard over there as her champion,
anybow, and whether he or she got tired of it
nobody knows, but evid-ntly there is an end
to the Langiry-Giebhard flirtation, anl Freddie
lias settled down to life in a much guieter
way than befor: he went over the briny deep.
He doesn’t attend the theatres ns much as of
yore, and seems to dress in quiet colors and
be the leader in the new order of male attrac-
t'ons known as tie “Mowers,” which it is
claimed will choke off the dudes of the past
few years. According to all accounts the
“mower" is a more athletie and better formel
representative human than the dwde, and
boasts of brea’dth of shoulder and strength of
calf, featur-s that the dude never cou d mus
ter up. Gebhard has a fine stable, and it is
said will devote more time to training blooded
stock than in nurturing lillies fn the fatnre.

“Will the Lily draw good houses Lere wher
ehe comes over do you toinki”?

“Draw?! Yes, like & porous plaster. Any
thing English that vou can brng fo New
York whildraw. All thal’s necessary s to la-
bel it Engiish, and forthwith it beecomes fush
fonable in Gotham. Nobody knows this bet
ter than tocstr cal menagers. This s why
Lester Wallack always gives Enul sh actor
and sctresses tue leading paits in his nom

\istence, spending most of his tims bolding
}I‘

THE LILY WILL DRAW.

companies, and why his two thestres, the Star
and  Wallacks, are considered the natural

home of all Englizh compani-s. Wallack is
shrewd, and ready at all times to meet the
wan 8 of the public. If the public craze took
on » Hottentot fever then Wallack would have
Hott sntots, and with just as much regularity
as he now has Eonglish actors.”
-] see Emma Nevada has returt &0
“Yes, Emma arrived last Sunday, with her
bran new husband, sand seems to te very baps
y and ehirpy over it. Emma didn’t have any
Smpress to arrange lLer marriage for her, a8
wiis the case with poor Patil and the Baron,
and so wil probably be much happler than
Puttt was in her connubial relations. 1had a
iriend who cro-scd the ocean with them in the
stenmer Ems last vear just alter the Doeclor
had met the prima donna, and it evidently was
a wove mateh if my friend can he believed, for
she says that the biz Doctor Pulmer and the
little Emma Nevada were the eynosure of all
eves on the steamer at that time, anl tbe we
e used to lovingly tie the strings of her h
before they went on deck, And the mauner in
whi: b she looked into his eyes during tue per-
formance, and the great d fliculty be had In
g-Uling the knots so that they would stiek ab
all, alter numerous efforts, convineed every=
one then that there were operalie scenes in
store for loth not advertised at that early
date, It appeared that Dr. Palmer was a rela-
tive of ber mansger, and the menager belog
unable to eme over with her at the ast mo-
ment, had induced his relative to do hm the
favor of escortimg ber scro-s the sea, with the
un lerstanding that be wou!d join them here
in atew doys, and relieve the Doctor of Lis
charge. By the time they had resched Ameri-
e, however, the Doctor wasn't snxious o be
redfeved and it is said eabled over to the man-
aver wonds to the effect that there was no par-
ticalar rexsom why he should hurry scross the
witd waves, that it was o dreadful season for
seas ckness, and that he veed uot come until
he got thoroughly ready.  He diln’t, and the
next time N.vadi erossed the oeean for Amer-
lea, was last we Kk, and us the wile of tle sue-
vessful Doe or Palmer.™
“*Hurry, vou know everybody, now what's
become of Vietoria Woudlial | your o/d fr.end
of Wali street and woman's right< famei”
“Vicior:a Wo dhull—my friend—say, now
—do—don’t tor Heaven's suke sy anything
about her us comine from me. I believe she’s
in London, but don’t know saything about it.
Go ami see George F ancis 1rain, He'll twll
yvou all about her”?
“But George Frareis won't t.lk to anvbody
now a-duys.”
“letll taik to you i you say Victoria Wood-

=Well, mue’ obliged; good day. Shall I
tell the tolks (hat you're the manager of Un—
SN —rom——

“H you do T'll mnever give you another
pointer ant  you'll regret st.  Mark that.
Good day.™

Georze Francis sat in his aceustom-d seat in
Mudison Squa-e. He always «ceuples tle
sum+ seat, and is the wost cheerful man in
New York—so cheerful in 1aet that to hold &
conversution w ta bim can onlv be equalled by
u confidentinl char with the obelisk in Ce:tral
Park. HBot: are hoary headed relies of ane
-ient time, and both could tell of muny & ghts
of other days if they wouli, yet the strange
Hierogiyvphies of the obelisk and the cnrous
nature of George Francis refuse to blossom
into confidence at the impudent and inquisi-
tive touen of the correspoudent,

“Mr. Train, | believe”

The leaves rustled overhead, the paper rus-
thed in b s hands. "That was al .

“I wanted to ask about un old friend of
vours, Mr. Train.”

The quiet stiliness o7 his attitude seemea to
invite another questioning remark, and yet
there was no responsive chord of confidence
establizhed bet~een us.

“Does Vietoria Wo dhell reside on earth?”?

Slowly bul surely the swar hy face and blane
grev cves turned towards me and in the
“what the devil do you mean, any ow ™ ex-
pression of bis eountenance, one c¢ould read
the answer tnat he difin’t eare to enter into
exteniied conversation on this subject,

Lhu'l to him.?

GEO. FRRANCIS TRAIN MEDITATES.
Under the circumstances the matter was not
pressidd, ancd [ departed feeling that there wers
some thing= under the blue canopy of heaven
o0 sacred to talk abouly, snd that oone of them

was Victorin. Tran is a great curiosity to
the many vis'tors who pass and repass his si-
lent figure 'n Madison Square, and talks only
to the cinldren, who are great friends with
him. He looks Lkea Moor or an Eust [n-
d an, and his remarksbly Jdark complexion
aud white bair anud besrd give bim a sort of
Father Ahrwham appearance that is quite in-
wrestins. His last ventures in the newspa-
paper line Lavn't proven successful, The New
Lill Tweed beinz omne of them. 7he Train
Ligue, wiich was the worst paper ever pub-
h_-.twd. and for which he served aterm in
prison as a sort of «ffect to its publication
some ten years ago, wis Lhe most noted of his
NUINercus newspaper experiments.
SPIRTO GENTIL,

“Bretting.”

There is consternation for impecunious
theater managers, writes 2 New Yor? corr -
spondent to The St. Louis Glo*e Democrat. in
a verdiet of 343 against George Holland, the
setor, in favor of Genevieve Brett, an incon-
gp'cuous actress, who was emploved in a dis-
astrous ventare last year. There is a special
law in this state intended to protect working
women against loss of wages. It provides
that an employer may, under eertain condi-
tions that are bound to technically exist in
nearly every case, be impriconed after a judg-
ment is obtained until it is paid or at leget se-
curity for its payment is given. In effect it
revives the law for imprisonment of debtors
so far ss their dues to female employes a'e
concerned. The eounsel for Miss Brett took
advantage of this statut, the juige houitog
that an actress is a woman working for wages,
Already the term “bretting” has gone into the
showman'’s vocabulary, and the fear of being
“bretted” will possibly deter some IaAnagers
from goir’g into reckless ventures not backed
by sufficient capital to cover the pay-roll.

Melsson‘er is the oldest artist in Paris, bay-
ing been born in 1502 He s as sensitive wg
a woman In regard to his age,
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